ON   THE   LAGO   DI    GARDA

was no shadow, only clear sun-substance built up to the
sky, a bullock wagon moving slowly in the high sunlight,
along the uppermost terrace of the military road. I sat in
the warm stillness of the transcendent afternoon.

The four o'clock steamer was creeping down the lake
from the Austrian end, creeping under the clifis. Far
away, the Verona side, beyond the Island, lay fused in dim
gold. The mountain opposite was so still, that my heart
seemed to fade in its beating, as if it too would be still.
All was perfectly still, pure substance. The little steamer
on the floor of the world below, the mules down the road
cast no shadow. They too were pure sun-substance travel-
ling on the surface of the sun-made world,

A cricket hopped near me. Then I remembered that
it was Saturday afternoon, when a strange suspension
comes over the world. And then, just below me, I saw two
monks walking in their garden between the naked, bony
vines, walking in their wintry garden of bony vines and
olive-trees, their brown cassocks passing between the brown
vine-stocks, their heads bare to the sunshine, sometimes
a glint of light as their feet strode from under their skirts.

It was so still, everything so perfectly suspended, that I
felt them talking. They marched with the peculiar march
of monks, a long, loping stride, their heads together, their
skirts swaying slowly, two brown monks with hidden
hands, sliding under the bony vines and beside the cabbages,
their heads always together in hidden converse. It was as
if I were attending with my dark soul to their inaudible
undertone. All the time I sat still in silence, I was one with
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